IOO                 FEVER,  FAMINE, AND GOLD
"on a holiday" at their ckakras (plantations) near
the mouth of the Arajuno, a tributary of the Napo,
Sending word down-river for the oncoming Expedi-
tion to join me there, I proceeded to the Arajuno
camp to await it and Sender's Indians. At the last
moment only one canoe could be obtained; so I was
compelled to take the same one that was going
farther down-river with the message for the
Expedition*
Consequently we were dumped out on a sand-
bank, the only available camping ground, near the
Arajuno's mouth. This was cut off from shore by
a narrow arm of the river quite safe at low water,
but on these treacherous rivers it is a basic rule of
safety not to stay in such a spot without a canoe
for a quick getaway if necessary. But we had no
alternative, and so, accompanied by Hector and
Garces, an employee of Souder's, I landed.
The next day, however, the Indians did not
appear; nor the next day, nor the day after that,
The heat and flies on that bare parched sand-
bank became unbearable. Moreover, it was now so
long since I had left the Expedition that my thin
supply of food, travelling light as I was, had
dwindled to almost nothing. Soon we were down to
a few dried plantains a day each, Worse than this,
the stock of quinine had now about given out. When
days passed and the Indians failed to appear, I
began to believe the "Influence*' had reached
Souder's men also. And so it turned out, for I later